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PREFACE. 

■\1  T'lTH  much  hesitation  my  wife  ventures  to 
submit  these  Uttle  poems  of  hers  to  the  kind 
judgment  of  large  hearted  people. 

The  putting  of  the  thoughts  into  words  and 
beating  the  music  out  has  served  to  enliven  the 
monotonous  routine  of  arduous  days  when  the 
spluttering  frying-pan,  the  intrusive  duster,  and 
the  flashing  needle  had,  perforce,  to  serve  in  turn  as 
baton  to  her  mental  orchestra,  and  her  audience 
in  these  moorland  solitudes  to  be  limited  to  a  unit 
— somewhat  unresponsive,  as  may  be  surmised — 
her  husband. 

Still,  the  said  audience,  in  spite  of  the  caustic 
criticisms  it  has  been  his  wont  to  fling  across  the 
domxcstic  hearth,  is  not  without  faint  hope  that  his 
wife's  work  will  be  deemed  not  wholly  devoid  of 
that  moral  quality  which  marks  the  true  poet  ;  nor 
of  the  feehng,  the  perception,  the  application  of 
ideas  to  life,  which  has  availed  in  the  past  to  adorn 
a  song  and  to  point  a  tale. 

Thus  has  he  been  inveigled  into  aiding  and 


abetting  her  unobtrusive  entry  upon  the  literary 
stage  to  the  extent  of  the  writing  of  the  preface  ; 
being  confident,  at  least,  of  this  that  the  larger 
world  will  so  far  agree  with  him  as  to  hold  the 
verses  worthy  a  kinder  fate  than  common-place- 
book  oblivion,  or  the  dumb  mouth  of  the  waste- 
paper  basket. 


Edmimdbyers  Rectory, 
March,  1922. 


THE   MOORLAND   FELL. 

OH  !  the  sweep  of  the  fell, 
Where  in  mystery  dwell 
The  Curlew  among  the  heather. 
Unfettered  and  wild 
You  are  nature's  own  child 
In  stormy  or  sunny  weather. 

You  are  young,  you  are  old, 
You  are  rugged  and  bold, 
You  are  softly  elusive  in  gray  ; 
Your  purple  and  green 
Is  the  robe  of  a  Queen 
With  a  dress  for  every  day. 

You  are  lovely  in  spring 

When  your  hidden  birds  sing 

And  your  gorses  are  laden  with  gold, 

When  by  rippling  streams 

With  their  silvery  gleams 

Your  secrets  are  tenderly  told. 
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Ere  the  bracken  is  green 
Are  heard  caUing  unseen 
Ring  Ouzel  and  Golden  Plover. 
They  are  wanderers  shy 
But  their  jubilant  cry 
Proclaims  the  exulting  lover. 

When  the  summer  sweet 

With  her  magical  feet 

Is  invading  your  deepest  glooms, 

'Tis  happy  to  lie 

'Neath  the  arch  of  the  sky 

On  a  bed  of  heathery  blooms. 

With  indolent  smile 

You  are  resting  awhile, 

And  only  the  sheep  and  the  bees 

Make  a  drowsy  song, 

Which  is  carried  along 

By  the  breath  of  the  whispering  breeze. 

You  are  lovely  yet 

When  your  tresses  are  wet 

With  shimmering  autumn  frost ; 

When  along  the  faint  track 

The  grouse  call  go-back 

As  they  flutter  away  and  are  lost. 
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You  have  donned  your  rich  gown. 
Golden  russet  and  brown, 
With  diaphanous  fringes  of  blue, 
On  the  colours  between 
There  is  mystical  sheen 
With  shadows  of  varying  hue. 

But  I  fear  you  now 

When  encircling  your  brow 

Stem  winter  has  made  you  his  own, 

For  who  can  love  Death 

With  his  withering  breath 

And  the  future  all  dimly  known. 

Your  garment  of  white 

Is  enshrouding  you  quite, 

For  the  tempest  has  had  his  will  ; 

And  under  the  snow 

Where  no  mortal  may  go, 

You  are  lying  silent  and  still. 

Yet  a  day  will  break 

When  you'll  joyously  wake, 

And  will  tell  us  you  only  slept 

With  Life  at  your  side, 

To  whom  you  were  Bride, 

And  sweetly  you'll  chide  us  who  wept. 
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A   PERFECT   Fx\CE. 

DAME  Nature  lavished  all  her  care. 
And  ev'ry  art  expended  ; 
The  face  she  fashioned  was  most  fair, 
'T  was  Youth  with  Beauty  blended. 

She  gazed  upon  her  work  complete, 
But  sighed  as  she  surveyed  it ; 

She  could  yet  make  the  face  more  sweet. 
If  other  powers  aided. 

First  Love  she  summoned  to  her  aid. 

He  did  her  bidding  smiling, 
And  gently  kissed  the  blushing  maid. 

Her  inmost  heart  beguiling. 

He  kissed  her  lips,  her  cheek,  her  brow  ; 

The  sudden  sweet  emotion 
Proved  by  the  warm  blood's  ebb  and  flow, 

The  depth  of  her  devotion. 

But  Nature  was  not  full  content, 

Still  further  aid  she  needed  ; 
To  Sorrow  was  a  message  sent, 

And  he  the  bidding  heeded. 
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On  that  pure  brow  his  mark  he  set. 
Grieved  b}^  the  tears  he  started  ; 

So  grew  the  features  fairer  yet, 
True  tenderness  imparted. 

And  now,  behold  the  perfect  face. 
With  Sorrow's  trace  enhancing 

The  Love  all  deepened  by  its  grace 
To  beauty  soul-entrancing. 
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BITTER   THOUGHTS. 

THOUGHTS,  thoughts,  bitter  thoughts, 
How  you  crowd  into  my  brain  ! 
How  you  wrangle. 
How  you  jangle, 
How  you  aggravate  and  pain  ! 

Work,  work,  sober  work. 
Can  you  deaden  the  wild  sound, 

With  your  trudging, 

And  your  drudging, 
And  your  common  daily  round  ? 

Sleep,  sleep,  peaceful  sleep. 
Will  you  draw  your  magic  screen 

O'er  the  stor}' 

And  the  glory 
Of  the  longed  for  might-have-been. 

Time,  time,  gentle  time. 
You  alone  can  stop  my  ears 

To  the  cr^ring 

And  the  sighing. 
And  the  rushing  flood  of  tears. 
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SILENCE. 

TOO  perfect  is  some  joy  for  speech, 
Full  utterance  can  it  never  reach. 
For  could  we  all  the  glory  tell 
'T  would  half  the  magic  charm  dispel. 

The  birds,  when  dawn  has  just  begun. 
Before  the  rising  of  the  sun, 
Commence  to  tune  their  little  throats. 
Day's  splendour  silences  their  notes. 

Some  sorrows  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 

Nor  never  sadden  human  ears, 

An  we  could  all  the  pain  confess 

'T  would  wellnigh  halve  the  bitterness. 

Dark,  dark  the  sky  before  the  shower 
Has  spent  in  torrents  all  it's  power. 
Yet  when  discharged  the  cloud  of  rain, 
The  world  grows  bright  and  smiles  again. 
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QUESTIONS. 

BABY  dear,  with  wondering  eyes 
Ever  opening  in  surprise, 
How  are  we  to  make  replies 
To  your  many  puzzling  "  whys  ?  " 

Oft  your  lullaby  we  croon 
By  mysterious  light  of  moon 
Fearing  knowledge  comes  too  soon, 
Craved  for  as  a  priceless  boon. 

Childish  sorrows  are  but  brief. 
And  you  turn  in  doubt  or  grief 
To  our  love  to  give  relief, 
Trustful  in  your  great  belief. 

Baby,  when  you've  older  grown, 
And  your  childish  ways  have  flown. 
You  will  learn  to  call  your  own 
New  ideas  once  unknown. 

You  may  question  with  a  sigh. 
Comes  again  the  same  reply. 
You  shall  know  dear,  bye  and  bye. 
Trusting  still  on  love  rely. 

And  if  doubt  should  question  how. 
Face  him  with  unflinching  brow. 
To  a  loving  wisdom  bow 
Trusting  then  as  trusting  now. 
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A   BIRTHDAY   CAKE. 

THIS  cake,  my  dear,  to  you  I  send 
To  wish  you  happiness  to-day. 
And  hope  that  you  will  condescend 
To  read  what  here  I  have  to  say. 

I  trust  your  course  in  hfe  will  run 
'Mid  floury  paths,  and  cit-rrants  smooth  : 
At  all  times  may  a  spice  of  fun 
Have  power  to  cheer  you,  and  to  soothe. 

I  hope  your  friends  will  candied  prove 
Whene'er  to  them  you  make  a  peel ; 
High  praise  to  egg  you  on  remove 
All  heaviness  that  you  may  feel. 

To  the  occasion  may  you  rise 
Finish  the  task  you  have  begun, 
Yours  be  the  work  that  satisjies 
And  is  at  last  pronounced  well  done. 

When  choosing  from  Sultanas  fair 
The  best — to  whom  3^ou  would  be  spliced, 
Let  Fortune  then  for  you  declare. 
And  may  you  not  my  friend  be  iced  ! 
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TO   SPRING. 

OH  Spring,  sweet  Spring,  with  your  footsteps  fleeting. 
We  pray  you  linger  a  while  ; 
We  scarce  have  returned  your  gladsome  greeting, 
Or  caught  the  joy  of  your  smile. 

The  birds  are  still  sweet  melodies  learning, 

And  meadows  and  trees  and  flowers 
With  strong  unspoken  longings  are  yearning 

To  keep  you  a  few  bright  hours. 

You  come,  and  sudden  a  ring  of  laughter 

Is  borne  on  the  scented  air  ; 
You  go,  and  we  are  left  gazing  after 

A  form  that  we  deem  most  fair. 

You  bring  to  earth  many  fragrant  posies, 

And  scatter  them  as  you  go  ; 
Not  all  the  buds  will  blossom  to  roses, 

Some  droop  and  die — never  blow. 

Your  sister  Summer,  in  gracious  beauty, 

Will  finish  your  task  for  you  ; 
She  finds  it  hard  to  fulfil  her  duty, 

You  leave  her  so  much  to  do. 
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Supposing  the  whole  of  your  work  were  finished. 

And  every  promise  fulfilled  ; 
Would  then  our  gladness  be  undiminished. 

And  all  our  murmurings  stilled  ? 

Oh  fair  fresh  Spring,  with  your  tender  sweetness. 

Could  we  but  confess  the  truth, 
A  charm  there  lies  in  the  incompleteness 

Which  gives  bright  hope  to  youth. 
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TO   PUNCH. 

IF  I  could  only,  like  your  great  O.  S., 
My  thoughts,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  in  song  express, 
They'd  tell  what  pleasure  I,  your  hiimble  lover, 
Find  in  your  pages, — to  the  very  cover. 

The  witty  sallies  of  your  learned  staff 
Provoke  a  smile — nay  more,  a  hearty  laugh  ; 
Not  once  do  you  forget  your  high  position 
When  dealing  even  with  a  Politician  ! 

Your  wit,  however  sternly  it  may  smite, 

Fails  not  in  any  case  to  be  polite  : 

Is  never  vulgar,  cynical,  or  spiteful. 

But  always  shrewdly  trenchant  and  dehghtful. 

And  should  you  commandeer  your  heavy  guns 
To  shatter  cruelty  and  lies  and  Huns, 
Or  drop  a  bomb  or  two  upon  the  Kaiser, 
That  self-elected  Heaven's  advertiser. 

To  poison  gas  you  scorn  to  lend  your  pen 
To  bhnd  your  foes,  or  injure  fellow-men. 
Your  oratory  flows  pellucid  Attic, 
Is  gentlemanly  still,  when  most  emphatic. 
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Though  choosing  first  our  laughter  to  compel. 
You  take  the  tribute  of  a  tear  as  well ; 
Honour  to  patriots  and  heroes  giving, 
Inspiring  us  to  hfe  more  worth  the  living. 

Keep  us  still  smiling  in  the  face  of  grief, 
"With  humour's  saving  grace  to  bring  rehef. 
Your  gems  of  tenderness  in  such  a  setting, 
Remind  us  gently,  There  is  no  forgetting. 
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A   PORTRAIT. 

COULD  there  be  found  to  paint  him  sitting  there. 
An  artist  with  the  gift  of  insight  rare, 
Whose  touch  should  bring  before  our  heedful  eyes 
The  personality  which  underlies 
Those  features,  seen  by  any  who  may  chance 
To  pass  him  by  with  hasty  thoughtless  glance, — 
Vain  hope  the  artist's,  to  achieve  his  task, 
The  hidden  soul  and  spirit  to  unmask. 
Unless  love's  knowledge  with  his  art  combine, 
And  help  to  draw  the  painter's  skilful  line. 
First,  the  kind  eyes  which  seldom  fail  to  see 
The  need  in  others,  claiming  sympathy  ; 
The  forehead  massive,  and  the  hairs  grown  white. 
Each  one  a  deed  of  kindness  shining  bright. 
Ears  quick  to  catch  the  tones  of  joy  or  grief. 
Hands  ready  still  for  service  or  relief. 
Nostrils  high  bridged,  and  mouth  a  little  stern, 
Whose  curves  can  yet  to  tenderness  soon  turn. 
Firmness  and  gentleness  together  meet. 
And  power  and  purpose  make  the  face  complete. 
All  this  and  more  on  canvas  to  portray. 
Demands  old  Van  Rijn's  unrestricted  play. 
Meanwhile,  until  that  master  hand  I  find 
With  knowledge,  love  and  painters'  skill  combined, 
I,  who  alas  !  possess  no  painters'  art. 
Can  only  limn  the  picture  in  my  heart. 
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SNOWDROP   AND   ACONITE. 

THE  wood  and  the  garden  are  golden  and  white 
With  snowdrop  and  yellow  aconite  ; 
You  come  sweet  flowers  to  herald  the  spring 
When  earth  will  awake,  and  her  birds  will  sing. 

You  have  braved  the  snow  and  the  freezing  blast, 
And  crept  through  the  soil  that  the  frost  bound  fast ; 
In  truth  was  never  a  loveHer  sight 
Than  snowdrop  and  yellow  aconite. 

Later  the  garden  and  wood  will  fill 
With  the  primrose  pale  and  the  daffodil, 
And  summer  flowers  will  be  lovely  too, 
When  the  sun  is  warm,  and  the  skies  are  blue. 

But  you  shoot  up  when  the  skies  are  gray. 
You  push  through  the  thick  fallen  leaves'  decay. 
To  quicken  our  hearts  with  pure  delight, 
As  we  welcome  you,  snowdrop  and  aconite. 
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THE  CHILD. 

SWEET  human  flower, 
If  some  bright  hour 
Our  choice  had  power 
To  choose  thy  dower  ! 

Gifts  mortal  made 
Quickly  will  fade, 
Be  aside  laid, 
Withered,  decayed. 

Love  is  true  gold. 
Riches  untold. 
Not  bought  nor  sold, 
Will  not  grow  old 

Love  must  be  learned 
Prize  hardly  earned  ; 
False  love  be  spurned 
True  love  discerned. 

Child,  may  thy  heart. 
Treasure  apart, 
Learn  the  great  art 
Love  to  impart. 
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WINTER'S   DEPARTURE. 

FAIR  Spring  comes  laughing  and  dancing. 
She  is  speeding  across  the  plain, 
With  her  youthful  smile  entrancing 
Shining  through  mist  and  rain. 

Winter  flies,  Spring  follows,  tripping 
Like  a  fairy  up  the  hills. 
At  her  call  the  lambs  come  skipping. 
She  wakens  the  ice-bound  riUs. 

Higher  again  she  is  going 
Where  the  frozen  snowdrift  lies, 
And  the  blasts  of  Winter  blowing, 
Bring  tear-drops  into  her  eyes. 

Stern  Winter  beholds  her  weeping, 
It  softens  his  icy  heart, 
His  empire  no  longer  keeping. 
He  slowly  turns  to  depart. 
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THE   OPEN   GATE. 

MEMORY  pictures  with  magic  spell 
A  scene  which  childhood  and  youth  knew  well 
Garden  and  Churchyard  side  by  side, 
The  gate  dividing  them  opened  wide. 

Many  a  time  on  a  summer's  day, 

The  children  passed,  in  their  happy  play, 

Close  to  the  mounds  where  the  grass  grows  green. 

Careful  their  foot  should  fall  between. 

On  through  the  gate,  with  a  joyful  cry. 
Echo  of  footsteps  hurrying  by  ; 
Some  run  to  hide — are  sought  by  the  rest — 
Joy,  joy  to  him  who  shall  hide  the  best ! 

No  fear  in  their  thought  of  the  silent  dead. 
Whose  bodies  rest  in  their  quiet  bed  : 
Death  has  no  place  in  the  children's  mind. 
There  all  is  Heaven,  and  God  is  kind. 

The  garden  is  empty — the  children  gone. 
The  game  of  Life  has  been  played  and  won, 
No  mounds  are  their's  in  the  peaceful  place. 
Their  names  alone  on  a  stone  we  trace. 
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They  passed  through  the  gate  with  a  joyous  cry. 
Their  brothers  leading  to  victory  ; 
Far  from  their  home,  in  an  alien  land, 
They  learned  to  endure — they  understand. 

Age  never  fettered  their  tireless  feet ; 
Fair  hfe,  brave  death,  alike  proved  sweet. 
Triumphant  Dead — you  have  kept  your  youth, 
And  smiling  leapt  through  the  Gate — to  Truth. 

Hidden  from  us  who  blindly  seek 
With  hearts  that  love,  but  with  vision  weak, 
They  call — those  voices  we  used  to  know, 
They  call — dear  children  of  long  ago. 
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THE   DAY. 

FTIMES  exalted  thoughts  we  think 
While  water  rushes  down  the  sink  , 
We're  seething  with  ecstatic  wishes 
When  washing  up  the  dirty  dishes. 

There  seem  such  lofty  things  to  do 
If  the  dull  round  could  be  got  through, 
But  putting  higher  thought  in  action 
May  sometimes  end  in  stupefaction. 

It  is  not  easy  to  be  good, 
To  say  and  do  the  thing  we  should. 
Searching  afar  for  the  ideal 
Perhaps  we  may  forget  the  real. 

While  striving  for  the  cultured  mind 
We  must  endeavour  to  be  kind, 
And  as  the  nation's  plans  we  settle, 
Remember  still  to  boil  the  kettle. 

Yet  comes  the  hour  we're  not  inspired, 
When  hands  and  feet  and  heart  are  tired. 
When  everything's  at  six  and  seven. 
For  earth's  a  weary  way  from  heaven. 

So  here's  the  busy  day  at  end, 
Ah  !  something  is  still  left  to  mend. 
And  after  we  have  worked  and  striven 
Remains  a  heap  to  be  forgiven. 
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AN   OLD   SONG. 

THEY  tell  us  that  we  should  not  sing 
About  the  oft  recurring  Spring, 
For  this  by  many  has  been  done. 
Nothing  is  new  beneath  the  sun, 
But  we  may  wake  upon  a  day 
When  Spring  has  gained  her  own  sweet  way. 
To  see  her  scatter  clouds  about 
Until  the  hidden  sun  peeps  out. 
Forth  from  the  swaying  hmbs  of  trees 
Come  baby  buds,  rocked  by  the  breeze  ; 
Down  in  the  wood  below  the  hill. 
Blooms  with  bent  head  the  daffodil." 
Though  Winter  storms  have  done  their  worst, 
Kind  brown  earth  has  safely  nursed 
The  greenest  leaves,  and  sweetest  flowers 
That  ever  drank  in  April  showers. 
We  yearn  to  sing  as  thrushes  do. 
Those  dear  old  songs,  and  think  them  new. 
Nor  find  it  in  our  hearts  to  blame 
The  blackbirds  that  they  pipe  the  same  : 
Ah  !  could  they  teach  us  how  to  do  it 
With  just  that  thrill  of  rapture  through  it ! 


29 


THE   PASSING. 

WE  call  thee  Death,  who  silent  came  to  him  ; 
Thy  face  was  hid  from  us,  thy  form  was  dim. 
But  he  who  saw  the  face  that  o'er  him  bent, 
Gazed  up,  and  smiled  in  rapturous  content : 
And  like  a  weary  child,  who  rests  at  last 
Safe  in  the  arms  of  love,  when  pain  is  past. 
He  fell  asleep,  and  so  was  borne  away 
Into  the  land  of  Everlasting  Day. 
Peaceful  and  calm,  and  wholly  unafraid, 
Through  mist  and  gloom  of  earthty  shadow  made, 
He  left  us.     Dare  we  mourn  that  he  should  go 
Away — beyond — with  one  we  fear  to  know  ? 
We  call  thee  Death,  but  he  to  whom  Death  came. 
Has  learned  to  call  thee  by  another  name. 
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A   GARDEN. 

I  KNOW  a  garden  quaint  and  old, 
Where  flowers  appear  without  being  told. 
To  bloom  and  blend  in  sweet  disorder, 
In  woodland  shade,  or  sunny  border. 

Here  Nature  gently  waves  the  wand 
Her  floral  children  understand. 
Among  their  humbler  kindred  blowing 
Come  rarer  blossoms,  richly  glowing. 

Gay  colours,  purple,  gold  and  blue. 
Are  mixed  with  shades  of  paler  hue, 
They  fashion  fragrant  homely  posies 
To  cluster  round  the  feet  of  roses. 

Here  sing  the  birds  when  days  are  long. 
Claiming  sweet  berries  for  their  song. 
The  lazy  bumbles  murmur  straying, 
And  honey  bees  go  forth  a-maying. 
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THE   FLIGHT   OF   TIME. 

TIME,  when  we  meet,  goes  fast  and  fleet ; 
Yet  climbs  the  hill  with  lagging  feet, 
Till  I  behold  my  love,  and  go 
To  watch  the  purple  heather  blow. 

There  while  we  speak  of  countless  things, 

Impatient  Time  has  taken  wings  ; 

Alas  !   that  he  could  never  stay 

When  Love  such  long  sweet  words  would  say. 

We  seek  to  hold  him,  but  he  flies 
Regardless  of  our  pleading  eyes. 
He  hastens  us  to  parting  ways. 
And  shortens  happy  summer  days. 

The  parting  o'er,  once  more  Time  goes 
With  lagging  feet  till  heather  blows  ; 
Then  he  will  fail  us  ere  we've  told 
The  half  of  what  our  full  hearts  hold. 
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FOR   OURSELVES. 

""  I  ^IS  strange  how  soon  a  little  thread 
J-       Of  thought  will  penetrate  and  spread. 
From  minds  of  intellectual  men 
Until  it  reach  the  common  hen. 

I  judge  the  motive  by  the  act. 
And  so  relate  this  certain  fact, 
Leaving  the  scientist  to  iind 
The  link  'twixt  hen  and  human  mina. 

A  hen,  who  thought  herself  no  fool 
Like  some  tame  fowls  of  ancient  school, 
Considered  thus  :   "  My  toil  and  pain 
All  goes  to  serve  another's  gain. 

Surely  I  am  but  poorly  paid 
For  every  precious  egg  I've  laid  ; 
The  ways  of  mortals  make  me  fume. 
What  I  produce,  I  will  consume." 

Thinking  she  really  had  a  leg 
To  stand  on,  she  devoiured  her  egg  ; 
Hidden  behind  the  hen  house  wall. 
We  saw  her  eat  it — shell  and  all. 
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Later,  in  watches  of  the  night, 
I  balanced  claims  of  wrong  and  right, 
And  pondered  on  the  ways  of  men, 
And  what  to  do  about  that  hen. 

Money  is  scarce  and  hen  corn  dear, 
And  we  shall  need, — the  case  is  clear- 
As  empty  grow  our  larder  shelves, 
Or  egg,  or  pullet  for  ourselves. 


IRISH   INDUSTRIES. 

WE'VE  heard  of  Irish  linen,  Irish  lace, 
Also  of  Irish  eyes  set  in  a  pretty  face. 
We've  heard  of  Irish  Bulls,  and  Irish  stew, 
But  now  with  Irish  wrongs,  some  old,  some  new, 
Our  S5nnpathetic  ears  are  ever  vexed. 
We  humbly  ask  with  mind  not  unperplexed. 
What  are  these  wrongs  which  thus  upset  the  nation  ? 
And  are  they  too  of  Irish  fabrication  ? 
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KNITTING. 

WISE  little  daughter,  so  patiently  sitting, 
Youthful  head  bent 
Over  some  intricate  problem  of  knitting, 
Gravely  intent. 

Now  glancing  upward,  your  clear  eyes  bespeaking 

Our  willing  aid  ; 
While  for  dropped  stitches,  soon  found  in  the  seeking. 

Work  is  delayed. 

You,  as  you  learn,  little  daughter  are  teaching 

Not  by  design. 
Lessons  of  conduct,  and  wisdom  far  reaching. 

Line  upon  line. 

We,  who  are  older  are  ever  receiving. 

Frail  as  we  are, 
Thread,  for  the  warp  and  the  woof  of  that  weaving 

Careless  hands  mar. 

Oft,  in  the  midst  of  our  sorrowful  toiUng, 

Faint  is  our  trust, 
So  the  fair  threads,  all  entangled  and  spoiling. 

Trail  in  the  dust. 
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Then  must  the  hand  of  the  Great  Sympathiser 

Gather  and  knit, 
Smoothing  the  tangles,  that  we  may  grow  wiser. 

Learn  and  submit. 


THE   BOLSHEVIST. 

HOW  doth  the  busy  Bolshevist 
Improve  the  fateful  hour. 
And  give  to  ev'ry  truth  a  twist. 
To  keep  himself  in  power. 

How  cunningly  he  spreads  his  net. 

How  craftily  he  smiles. 
Pretending  he  alone  can  get 

The  lame  dogs  over  stiles. 

Alas  !   poor  dogs,  what  phantom  bones 

Lie  on  the  other  side, 
How  sadly  you  among  the  stones, 

Your  heritage  divide. 
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THE   PROFITEER. 

THESE  are  the  days,  and  this  is  now  the  hour, 
When  to  the  man  enriched  through  craft  or  stealth. 
Is  also  given  what  men  covet — power, 
A  strength  political,  by  force  of  wealth. 

But,  O  rich  man,  if  from  another's  loss  has  sprung 
That  gain  of  yours,  won  in  ignoble  ways, 
Mistrust  the  hard-earned  money  you  have  wrung 
From  poorer  brethren,  fallen  on  ill  da5's. 

There  have  been  those  of  late,  who  died  to  save 
Their  country  from  oppression,  lust  of  might ; 
They  saw  far  off — the  vision  made  them  brave — 
A  glory  crowning  honour,  truth  and  right. 

Go  then,  O  Profiteer,  and  take  your  gold. 
And  you  shall  have,  with  your  ill-gotten  gains. 
The  praise  of  sycophants,  dross  bought  and  sold. 
Fit  recompence,  and  meet  for  aU  your  pains. 

Yet  there  are  treasures  which  gold  cannot  buy. 
To  you,  by  highest  law,  will  no  one  give 
The  loyal  service  of  the  single  eye, 
The  love  reserved  for  men  who  nobly  live. 
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AUGUST. 

HEIGHO  for  the  heather 
In  bright  August  weather, 
Heigho  for  my  dog  and  my  gun, 
We'll  throw  off  all  sorrows, 
To-day's  and  to-morrow's 
To  bask  in  the  light  of  the  sun. 

Across  the  Fell  dawning 

Comes  glorious  morning 

Illuming  the  home  of  the  grouse, 

The  dews  are  all  shining 

And  Nigger  is  pining 

To  break  from  restraint  of  the  house. 

And  when  v/e  are  weary 
Good  sport  keeps  us  cheery, 
Heigho  for  our  supper,  and  then 
Be  sure  there's  no  keeping 
From  just  and  sound  sleeping 
The  bHthest  and  halest  of  men. 
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A   PLEA. 

WHEN  editors  are  really  kind, 
As  well  as  being  men  of  mind, 
I  wonder  if  they  ever  get 
Depressed  at  "  having  to  regret  " 
As  they  return  those  neat  MSS. 
Aspiring  authors  on  them  press. 
Ah  !  could  they  choose,  once  in  a  way, 
A  lit'rary  Pot  Pourri  day, 
A  kind  of  authors'  "  benefit  " 
For  all  who  have  not  made  a  hit. 
That  day  should  readers  not  refuse 
To  listen  to  an  unknown  muse, 
Inserted  hke  an  "  extra  "  dance. 
'T  would  have  to  be  a  day  of  chance. 
Or  manuscripts  would  come  in  hosts, 
By  messengers,  and  cars,  and  posts. 
Till  editors  would  tear  their  hair. 
And  look  on  life  in  blank  despair. 
There  might  be  treasures  in  the  pot. 
Much  rubbish  too,  as  like  as  not, 
But  some  poor  things  as  you  and  me 
Might  be  in  print  for  all  to  see  ! 
If  editors  would  whisper  "  Let's 
Live  just  one  day  without  regrets." 
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HEROES. 

STRANGE  is  man's  life,  the  beginning,  the  end  of  it. 
Strange  day  by  day, 
What  is  the  meaning,  the  aim,  and  the  trend  of  it  ? 
Whither  away  ? 

Strange,  passing  strange,  is  the  use  some  have  made  of  it. 

Giving  their  best ; 
Greatest  and  bravest,  who  spend  unafraid  of  it, 

Ere  they  seek  rest. 

Men  who  have  built  on  the  rock,  not  the  sand  of  it, 

Often  alone. 
Up-reared  an  edifice,  made  something  grand  of  it. 

Stone  upon  stone. 

These  the  world's  heroes,  yet  hid  from  the  sight  of  it. 

Led  by  a  star. 
Spirit  of  man,  who  can  measure  the  height  of  it. 

Soaring  afar. 
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A   MONMOUTHSHIRE   LANE. 

WHEN  life  is  perplexing,  and  thinking  is  vain, 
I  conjure  to  vision  a  Monmouthshire  lane. 
So  sweetly  secluded,  frequented  by  few. 
It  wanders  sedately,  half  hidden  from  view. 
Enjoyment  is  duty,  to  idle  no  wrong. 
While  Nature  is  musingly  humming  a  song  ; 
For  there  the  first  primroses  starry  and  pale, 
With  violets,  scented  ones,  bloom  without  fail. 
High  hazels  and  hawthorns  each  side  interlace. 
The  sky  bending  lower  to  fill  in  the  space. 
Away  in  the  distance,  a  glimpse  of  blue  hill 
Where  lengthen  or  shorten  cloud-shadows  at  will. 
A  shelter  in  Summer,  when  sun  rays  are  bold, 
A  refuge  in  Winter,  when  tempests  blow  cold. 
When  life  is  perplexing,  and  thinking  is  vain, 
I  wander  in  thought  down  that  Monmouthshire  lane. 
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INSUFFICIENCY. 

I  NEVER  knew  the  world  could  bt 
So  beautiful  a  place, 
Until  your  coming  showed  to  me, 
It's  glories  and  its  grace. 

I  never  knew  the  birds  could  sing 

Such  melodies  divine. 
Until  you  made  the  echoes  ring 

From  your  heart  out  to  mine. 

I  never  knew  that  I  could  grieve 

So  utterly  in  vain. 
Until  my  love  could  not  relieve 

The  burden  of  your  pain. 

I  never  knew  mankind  had  need 
Of  deep  sprung  S5nnpathy, 

Until  my  heart  awoke  to  plead 
It's  insufficiency. 
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LOVE   AND   LOSS. 

IN  silence  here  I  wait,  and  trace  with  tears 
Lines  in  the  picture  drawn  by  mem'ry's  hand. 
Out  of  the  mist  of  years 
Dear  Heart,  at  her  command, 
You  come  again  :   and  with  you,  as  of  yore, 
Untouched  by  doubts  and  fears 
A  joyful  company  appear  once  more. 
Lighting  the  path  you  go. 

For  not  alone,  nor  poor, 
You  stirred  the  empty  stillness  of  my  life  ; 
Radiance  of  youth  shone  round  you  all  aglow, 
Joy  set  the  world  a-bloom. 
Melody  seemed  to  blow- 
Wild  sweetness  :  dancing  feet  treading  a  maze 
Of  measures  left  dull  gloom 
Far,  far  behind.     Sorrow  was  yet  to  know. 
Though  her  dark  shadow  crept  athwart  your  ways. 

And  I,  with  wond'ring  eyes,  from  my  lone  room. 
Read  in  your  look  the  summons  ;  and  I  went 
Where  you,  hke  Paris,  led. 
Ah  !   then  was  youth  unspent. 
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Was  it  in  words,  or  looks,  our  vows  were  said  ? 
Death's  sudden  shadow  dread 
Loomed  up  between  us,  leaving  me  your  tomb, 
While  you  passed  onward  into  fuller  light. 

And  so  dear  Heart,  with  you  to  distant  land 

Fled  Joy  and  Youth,  fair  spirits  radiant  bright. 

Sorrow  must  still  remain. 

Sorrow  it  is  who  guides  me  through  the  night. 

Compelling  holds  my  hand. 

Leading  me  on  and  up  where  you  have  gone. 

Surely  some  great  heart  planned — 

(Or  do  I  dream)  when  cloudy  davs  are  done, 

Changeless,  and  full  through  pain. 

Love,  Life,  and  Joy  shall  at  the  last  be  won 

To  hold  for  ever,  where  we  meet  again. 
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FASHIONS. 

FOR  some  few  weeks  in  ev'ry  year 
I  leave  my  moorland  wild  and  dear. 
And  travel  citywards,  to  see 
What  London  Town  will  show  to  me. 
Both  grave  and  gay  the  busy  street 
Where  poverty  and  riches  meet  ; 
And  you  may  see  in  London  Town 
How  smart  Dame  Fashion  shapes  her  gown. 
Virtue  and  vice  walk  side  by  side, 
Rub  shoulders  in  the  moving  tide  : 
Beauty  goes  beautifully  dressed. 
Ugliness  bravely  does  her  best. 
Fair  children  frohc,  shedding  smiles, 
And  made-up  slaves  of  Fashion's  wiles 
Pass  by,  sad  women  aping  youth, 
'Neath  paint  and  powder  hiding  truth  ; 
They  hide  alone  the  charm  and  grace 
Which  kindly  lines  give  age's  face. 
Poor  foolish  one  !   the  summer  past, 
June's  fairest  roses  cannot  last. 
How  he  would  laugh — the  sportive  breeze. 
At  paper  blossoms  decking  trees  ; 
Wise  earth  grown  old  has  learnt  to  know 
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The  glory  of  her  crown  of  snow. 

"  'Tis  time," — my  moorland  fair  and  free 

Is  wliispering,  "  return  to  me, 

The  meadow  grass  is  growing  tall. 

And  plovers  and  shj^  curlew  call ; 

Breezes  caress  each  budchng  thing, 

Blackbirds  and  thrushes  tell  of  Spring 

Wliose  fairy  foot  has  passed  and  been 

Through  woods,  and  left  them  blushing  green." 

Farewell  to  fashions  of  the  town. 

I'll  watch  fair  Nature  trim  her  gown. 


FROM   WALTER   TO   MARGOT. 

OMARGOT  !   In  our  hours  of  ease. 
We  learn  from  you  the  way  to  please. 
We  see  the  part  light  wit  has  played, 
And  how  a  rising  man  is  made. 
Alas  !  we  cannot  murmur  now 
"  Prime  Ministering  angel  thou." 
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TO   A   MOWING   MACHINE. 

I  NEVER  hear  that  busy  hum 
But  it  recalls  to  me 
Visions  of  childhood,  long  June  days, 
And  strawberries  for  tea. 

The  heated  gardener  mops  his  brow, 

A  ruthless  Nemesis  ; 
Dear  daisies,  who  will  rescue  you 

From  such  a  fate  as  this  ? 

Swift  run  the  children,  pink-tipped  blooms 

All  honey-sweet  to  save  : 
Their  pale  companions  humbly  fall 

Into  an  unwept  grave. 

A  scent  of  flowers,  glad  shouts  of  youth, 

The  drowsy  song  of  bees, 
Peacefully  perfect  goes  the  hour 

Beneath  the  spreading  trees. 

Youth  flies,  yet  long  June  days  return 
With  fragrance  of  mown  grass. 

On  other  lawns,  'neath  other  trees 
I  hear  the  mower  pass. 

Warm  memories,  sweet  scent  and  sound 

Call  nie  to  share  your  glee, 
Wise  children  who  love  daisy  chains. 

And  strawberries  for  tea. 
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THE    MONTHS. 


JANUARY. 

JANUARY,  all  brisk  with  youth. 
Zealous  for  honesty  and  truth, 
Comes  banishing  last  year's  decay, 
And  sweeping  signs  of  death  away. 
His  world  is  bound  by  what  he  sees. 
Often  his  chilling  breath  may  freeze 
Too  eager  buds  which  venture  out 
While  this  stern  month  is  still  about. 
His  robins  scarce  have  heard  of  Spring, 
Unsentimentally  they  sing. 
When  he  has  told  us  all  he  knows 
Of  elemental  frosts  and  snows, 
He  bids  us  cheerfully  good-bye 
Leaving  more  brightness  in  the  sky. 
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FEBRUARY. 

NEXT  February,  wistful,  pale. 
Pregnant  with  life  unseen  and  frail. 
Whisperings  dimly  understood. 
The  stir  of  wild  things  in  the  wood 
Hinting  at  mysteries  scarce  known, 
Desire  to  no  fruition  grown. 
And  now  a  low  enquiring  note 
Escapes  some  ardent  throstle's  throat, 
Who  questions  of  sweet  hope  obscure, 
Foretelhng  joys  complete  and  sure. 
He  sings  what  shall  be  long  weeks  hence. 
But  cannot  reason  why  nor  whence. 
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MARCH. 

BOLD  March  comes  rushing  through  the  land. 
His  voice  rings  out  in  clear  command. 
Bewildered  Nature  must  arise, 
And  shake  off  sleep  from  drowsy  eyes. 
He  shouts  aloud,  "  Make  no  mistake, 
'Tis  March  who  calls.  Awake  !  Awake  !  " 
The  rooks  are  blown  across  the  sky. 
He  laughs  at  their  protesting  cry. 
The  big  trees  tremble  in  his  clutch. 
The  larches  crimson  'neath  his  touch. 
Yet  many  tender  youthful  things 
Creep  out  to  listen  while  he  sings  ; 
They  know  he  will  not  prove  unkind, 
Though  he  may  speak  his  healthy  mind. 
They  hear  him  tell  of  joys  to  be 
Which  he,  alas  !  shall  never  see, 
So  soon  his  span  of  life  has  run. 
Others  complete  his  work  begun. 
Triimiphant  still  he  shouts  "  All  clear  !  " 
And  then  makes  way  for  April  dear. 
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APRIL. 

YOUNG  April  blushes  ;  she  is  shy, 
Uncertain  if  to  laugh  or  cry ; 
So  she  will  weep  a  moment  first, 
And  then  in  merry  laughter  burst. 
An  immature  attractive  maid. 
Of  her  emotions  half  afraid. 
Her  robe  of  green,  her  yellow  wreath 
Of  flowers  fragrant  as  her  breath. 
She'll  cover  with  a  veil  of  snow. 
Conceal  herself  from  top  to  toe, 
Then  peep  from  'neath  her  veil  to  see 
What  follows  her  sweet  coquetry. 


MAY. 

FAIR  May,  full  conscious  of  her  charm. 
Is  gay  with  life  and  sunshine  warm. 
To  womanhood  but  newly  grown 
She  rules  a  kingdom  all  her  own. 
Strong  in  her  sense  of  youthful  power, 
Rejoicing  in  her  triumph's  hour. 
At  times  she's  careless  if  she  pleases. 
And  ruthlessly  her  lover  freezes, 
Knowing  she  can  his  heart  beguile 
At  any  moment  with  a  smile. 
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JUNE. 

JUNE,  looking  like  a  happy  bride. 
Her  charming  face  aglow  with  pride. 
Enters,  her  tender  smiling  eyes 
Blue  with  the  light  of  summer  skies. 
No  shadow  on  her  Time  has  laid. 
Nor  hinted  that  her  charms  can  fade. 
She  pictures  happiness  complete, 
With  Love  and  Beauty  at  her  feet. 
Adoring  Nature  calls  her  Queen 
Rejoicing  in  her  smile  serene. 


JULY. 

JULY,  a  matron,  staid,  demure, 
Of  home  and  happiness  secure 
Adopts  a  fond  maternal  air. 
And  watches  over  children  fair. 
Of  softly  sober  hue  her  dress. 
Green  tints  have  lost  their  vividness. 
Well  ordered  is  her  busy  day. 
Assured  and  dignified  her  way. 
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AUGUST. 

T3  ICH  August,  his  fair  hopes  fulfilled, 
-^^     Sees  longing  in  fruition  stilled. 
No  niggard  o!"  his  treasures  he. 
But  generous  of  heart,  and  free. 
Exulting  in  liis  happy  power, 
His  gifts  to  man,  a  golden  shower. 
Unsparingly  with  open  hand, 
He  scatters  wealth  throughout  the  land. 


SEPTEMBER. 

SEPTEMBER  has  an  air  refined, 
A  gentle  heart,  a  gifted  mind. 
A  gleam  of  youth  stays  in  his  eye, 
An  older  man's  his  courtesy. 
Time  has  but  lent  an  added  grace 
Of  mellowed  beauty  to  his  face  ; 
And  should  some  cherished  hopes  be  flown. 
Fruits  of  experience  have  grown. 
He  knows  of  life  the  joy,  the  pain. 
The  warmth  of  sun,  the  cold  of  rain. 
In  thought  a  trifle  sadly  wise, 
For  jocund  youth  behind  him  lies. 
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OCTOBER. 

OCTOBER  breathes  a  sudden  chill. 
Such  as  we  feel  when  'gainst  our  will 
We  part  from  friends  and  those  we  love. 
Yet  pain  of  parting  hearts  Mall  prove, 
And  the  true  friend,  before  he  goes, 
May  unknown  wealth  of  love  disclose. 
And  thus  October  spreads  his  store 
Of  beaut}^  pausing  at  the  door. 
The  while  we  Uft  our  eyes  to  gaze 
On  golden  leafage  aU  ablaze. 


NOVEMBER. 

NOVEMBER,  saddest  month  of  all. 
Bearing  her  garments  as  a  pall. 
In  sombre  mourning  hue  she  grieves 
To  see  the  aimless  withered  leaves 
Tossed  all  about  by  blasts  that  wail 
Their  dirges  over  beauty  frail. 
The  earth  lies  desolate  and  old. 
Bereft  of  shelter  from  the  cold. 
Yet  closely  look  at  blackened  roots 
And  branches  ;  see  the  tender  shoots 
Her  shroud  of  Death  is  setting  free — 
The  promise  of  new  life  to  be. 
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DECEMBER. 

AND  now  December — greatly  blest, 
For  little  children  love  him  best. 
His  message  as  his  days  increase 
Is,  as  of  old,  goodwill  and  peace, 
To  keep  through  shortest  coldest  days. 
Our  hearts  aglow  with  love  and  praise. 
A  hidden  sense  within  us  dwells, 
Which  happy  song  and  peal  of  bells 
Awakes,  and  once  again  to  Earth 
Angels  proclaim  the  Saviour's  birth, 
While  we  adoring  wonder  feel, 
And  to  the  Babe  with  shepherds  kneel. 
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A   BRIDAL. 

I  WOKE  to  hear  the  springtime  breeze 
Whispering,  rustHng  in  the  trees, 
Come,  come,  the  ringdove  called  and  cooed. 
Behold  the  bridal  in  the  wood. 

The  Bride,  a  shimmering  delight, 
A  cherry  tree  in  radiant  white. 
Her  maidens,  larches  dressed  in  green. 
Fairest  fair  ladies  ever  seen. 

Erect  he  stands,  and  dark  and  tall, 
The  Bridegroom,  towering  over  all, 
Among  the  spruces  straight  and  slim. 
Not  one  can  be  compared  with  him. 

New  every  suit  or  charming  gown, 
The  sycamores  are  wearing  brown. 
The  dainty  crabs  in  pink  look  well. 
Bright  gold  stand  gorses  sentinel. 

Ring  hyacinths  your  bells  of  blue, 
Shine  diamonds  of  sparkling  dew. 
O'er  ways  where  thorny  brambles  creep 
May  sentimental  willows  weep. 
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Dear  humble  field  flowers  all  amaze 
Like  cottagers  come  out  to  gaze. 
Milkmaids  and  cowslips  stand  in  rows 
Each  telling  other  all  she  knows. 

With  pride  the  buttercups  uphold 
Their  glowing  crowns  of  shining  gold, 
And  see,  the  daisy's  honest  eyes 
Grow  wide  and  wider  with  surprise. 

Bird  choirs  sing  sweet,  and  long,  and  loud. 
Hark  to  the  murmur  of  the  crowd. 
Blows  cool  a  breath  of  morning  air, 
I  rub  my  eyes,  and  stare  and  stare. 

Where  is  the  lady  of  my  dreams  ? 
Bright  in  the  sunshine  something  gleams, 
From  wide  flung  casement  through  the  room 
Float  petals  white  of  cherry  bloom. 
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RENAISSANCE. 

SO  swift  flies  time,  as  it  were  yesterday  we  stood 
To  gaze  regretfully  at  noble  trees 
Stript  of  their  glory,  Ij^ing  cold  and  stark,  felled  wood  , 
They  late  faced  storm,  or  jostled  in  a  breeze. 

Naked  unsightly  stumps  remain,  blindly  they  gaze. 
With  pale  still  faces  turned  to  frowning  skies, 
Gone  all  the  tender  beauty  of  the  woodland  ways, 
Sadness  and  desolation  dim  our  eyes. 

But  yesterday  !  to-day,  oh  joy  !   'tis  hard  to  find 
Those  axe-hewn  stumps,  sweet  summer  with  her  bloom 
Now  lays  her  wreaths  on  last  year's  graves,  and  fast  entwined 
In  softened  roots,  small  creepers  have  found  room. 

Foxgloves  with  slender  statehness  lift  purple  heads, 
Uncrumphng  fern  all  green  about  them  grows, 
A  hundred  simple  wildings  borne  from  lanes  and  meads. 
Have  made  the  desert  blossom  as  the  rose. 


58 


THE   WIND. 

I  DO  not  mind  the  wind  by  day, 
It  finds  such  merry  games  to  play, 
It  tosses  paper  through  the  streets. 
And  jostles  everyone  it  meets. 
It  pulls  and  tugs  at  peoples'  hats. 
And  blows  the  tails  of  dogs  and  cats. 
Till  they  look  funny. 

I  cannot  bear  the  wind  by  night 
When  moonbeams  make  the  world  look  white  I 
The  wind  creeps  past  the  door  and  blows, 
And  sings  sad  songs  that  no  one  knows. 
First  will  it  whistle,  then  it  moans. 
Driving  the  rain  like  little  stones 
Against  the  window. 

I  wonder  why  it  sobs  and  cries. 
And  comes  and  goes  with  great  big  sighs. 
It  seems  to  think  the  world  so  bad. 
It  makes  me  feel  quite  cold  and  sad  ; 
Perhaps  when  all  the  lights  are  out, 
And  no  one  else  is  left  about, 
The  wind  is  lonely. 


59 


GORSE. 

FAIR  mother  earth  is  rich  with  gorse's  gold. 
As  suns  did  lend 
Their  treasured  beams,  which  she  awhile  may  hold 
Or  lavish  spend. 

Purposeful,  patient,  earth  has  bravely  striven 

Through  sunless  days  ; 
See  her  reward  in  radiant  glory  given 

To  deck  her  ways. 

Sunbeams  of  heaven  lighting  from  the  skies 

Meet  those  of  earth. 
Waking  warm  perfumes,  tender  melodies. 

Whispers  of  mirth. 


60 


INSPIRATION. 

IN  youth  fair  vision  came  to  one  who  told 
His  thought  to  men  in  rhythmic  cadence  set ; 
It  was  in  vain — his  singing  left  them  cold, 
Unvoiced  his  message  yet. 

Eager  and  stedfast,  day  by  day  he  sought 
To  gain  the  mystic  more  that  means  so  much  : 
Beauty  by  Nature,  skill  by  Art  is  taught : 
A  gift  the  master-touch. 

Then  as  of  old  the  water  turned  to  wine 
Wherewith  the  heart  of  man  beat  glad  and  strong 
Free  as  the  wind,  kindled  a  breath  divine 
To  life  a  poet's  song. 
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PROGRESS. 

AS  one  whom  unquiet  spirits  goad, 
Panting  for  liberty,  movement,  space. 
The  motor  turns  to  the  open  road. 
Tuned  for  her  race. 

Past  smiHng  meadows  which  gently  rise 
From  dipping  valleys  where  rivers  flow. 
To  mountains  nearing  the  far  off  skies 
Smoothly  we  go. 

Through  these  country  lanes  in  youthful  days 
We  went  foot's  pace  at  a  pony's  will. 
Here  is  the  spot  he  would  turn  to  gaze. 
Shirking  the  hill. 

Distant  blue  mountains  gloomily  grand. 
Throwing  their  barrier  far  and  wide. 
Beyond  them  to  us  an  unknown  land. 
The  further  side. 

To-day  those  mountains  unveiled  grow  clear, 
We  chmb  their  heights,  view  the  land  behind. 
Swiftly  the  motor  carries  us  there, 


Racing  the  wind. 
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Ages  roll  onward,  man  has  set  free 
Nature's  wild  forces,  yoked  them  to  bear 
Lords  of  the  earth  through  the  trackless  sea. 
And  fickle  air. 

Each  day  a  thought  in  his  brain  revolved 
Forecasts  the  future  from  things  that  are. 
Each  night  that  mystery  shines  unsolved. 
The  nearest  star. 
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THE   POET. 

TO  the  dark  wood  of  mystery  he  came  ; 
Past  aisles  and  vistas  blue  with  distant  haze. 
He  saw  the  sunset  glowing  into  flame, 
Through  waving  branches  moved  the  setting  rays 
Across  his  path  in  slanting  beams  of  light ; 
Luminous  patches  fell  on  quivering  fern 
Transforming  sombre  green  to  emerald. 
Half  stricken  by  the  beauty  of  the  sight — 
The  air  afire  with  glory  seemed  to  burn — 
He  stood  as  one  enthralled. 
Then  fern  seed,  blowing,  gently  brushed  his  eyes. 
In  one  swift  flash  he  saw,  he  heard,  he  knew 
Those  secrets  fairies  keep — the  mysteries 
Concealed  from  many  and  revealed  to  few. 
Softly  they  whisper  in  a  fairies'  school 
Murmuring  phantasies. 

'Neath  spreading  bracken  roofs  when  nights  are  cool 
They  tint  green  mosses,  and  with  song  and  dance 
Making  sweet  magic  in  the  moonlit  wood. 
By  the  reflecting  pool 
They  weave  elusive  webs  of  pure  romance. 
And  worlds  of  dreams  by  mortals  half  withstood. 
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They  sprinkle  scents  upon  the  violet, 

Model  the  trumpet  of  the  daffodil, 

A  thousand  trickling  drops  in  motion  set 

To  splash  and  sparkle  down  the  flowing  rill  ; 

And  men  pass  through  this  charmed  tranquillity 

Unconscious  of  the  gentle  touch  of  wings  ; 

They  guess  not  in  the  midst  of  reverie 

Their  fair  imaginings 

Are  born  of  trivial  common  things,  grown  rare 

And  beautiful  when  viewed  with  seeing  eyes. 

Thus  he  beheld  scenes  exquisite  and  fair 

Under  the  evening  skies. 

Down  in  the  stillness  of  the  wood,  he,  kneeling, 

With  soul  athirst  drank  deep  of  mystic  lore  ; 

A  brimming  silence,  more  than  thought  or  feeling, 

More  great  than  speech,  stronger  than  metaphor 

Enwrapt  him  close  and  closer,  till  he  learned 

Wisdom  of  sages,  childhke  hearts  discerned. 

Thus  mastered  he  the  magic  of  the  wood. 

Men  called  him  poet,  dreamer,  for  he  drew 

Knowledge  from  Nature,  felt  her  mind  and  mood. 

Songs  of  his  making,  ever  clear  and  true 

Rang  with  uplifting  thought  and  high  desire, 

And  many  sought  him  reverencing  his  name. 

Humbly  he  tended  still  the  holy  fire 

Of  genius,  simple  in  the  midst  of  fame. 
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HEXHAM   RACES. 

UNDER  the  pale  October  sky 
Assemble  a  motle}'  company  : 
Noisy  advertising  tipsters, 
Sharp  witted  charlatans,  busy  tricksters 
(Men  whose  ready  ingenuity 
Relieves  their  fellows'  superfluity) 
Gather  with  ardent  lovers  of  sport, 
And  one  and  all  to  the  course  resort. 
A  moving  sea  of  expectant  faces 
Eagerly  turns  to  watch  the  races  ; 
Pure  bred  horses  gallant  and  proud 
Pass,  reviewed  by  the  waiting  crowd. 
People  are  busy  picking  and  choosing, 
Risking  their  wealth  on  winning  or  losing. 
Now  they  are  ready,  soon  they  must  start. 
Fortune,  skill,  merit,  each  pla}^  their  part ; 
But  you  never  can  tell  who  will  win  in  the  end, 
Tis  matter  for  speculation,  my  friend. 
The  thud  of  galloping  hoofs  on  the  turf 
Is  borne  on  the  breeze, 

Like  the  sound  far  awaj^  of  soft  breaking  surf 
From  calm  summer  seas. 
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There's  a  fall  at  the  ditch  !     Horse  and  man  on  the  ground  I 

There's  a  riderless  horse  wildly  galloping  round  ! 

Yet  another  !     The  ranks  of  the  riders  are  thinned, 

And  some  of  the  horses  are  failing  in  wind. 

Neck  and  neck  come  the  leaders,  either  may  gain. 

Each  rider — each  horse — at  the  limit  of  strain. 

This  man  leaning  low  with  a  smile  on  his  face, 

Just  whispers  liis  horse  as  he  quickens  the  pace. 

That  other,  all  frantic  with  whip  and  with  heel 

Now  threatens  now  urges  ;  in  vain  his  appeal. 

By  inches  the  smiler  is  first  at  the  post 

And  only  by  inches  the  loser  has  lost. 

One  smart  little  horse,  whose  rider  was  thrown, 

Taking  ditches  and  hurdles  along  with  the  rest 

Continues  with  credit  his  journey  alone. 

And  sees  the  race  out,  still  doing  his  best. 

He  doubtless  considered  with  equine  wit 

At  all  events  I  shall  have  done  my  bit ! 

So  race  after  race  is  started  and  run. 

Till  cool  breezes  usher  the  set  of  the  sun. 

A  thrill  of  excitement  commences  anew. 

Fresh  horses  are  passing,  a  black,  then  a  bay, 

Two  more — four  in  all — for  the  entries  are  few. 

The  course  is  three  miles.     They  are  off  and  away  ! 

Swift  they  ride 

Side  by  side. 

Till  they  reach  the  first  jump.     Three  go  down, 
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Bad  ground,  so  they  say  ; 

The  bay  and  two  brown  ; 

Black  Sorcerer  only  is  galloping  on  ; 

The  bay's  up  !     He  stands  for  his  rider  to  mount. 

He  is  on  and  hard  after  !   but  seconds  must  count. 

That  moment's  delay 

Will  lose  him  the  day. 

Afar  in  the  distance  goes  Sorcerer  leading, 

Nor  seems  he  an  inch  of  his  gain  to  be  ceding 

To  Yasmin  who  patiently,  steadily  follows 

Up  gentle  inclines,  down  smooth  slopes  of  hollows. 

Yet  now,  can  it  be,  has  the  distance  grown  less 

By  a  few  feet  between  them,  to  hazard  a  guess  ? 

Over  hurdle  and  water-jump  flies  the  black  horse. 

Without  undue  haste  does  he  cover  the  course. 

Behind,  far  behind,  yet  intent  on  the  chase 

The  plucky  bay  Yasmin  has  quickened  his  pace  ; 

He's  up  to  the  water-jump,  over,  but  slips, 

Men  press  to  the  barrier,  oaths  on  their  lips. 

Indrawn  breath  of  suspense,  a  half  smothered  groan. 

The  bay's  on  his  knees,  his  rider  twice  thrown 

All  unhurt,  but  his  chances  are  over  and  gone, 

The  race  is  being  run  by  the  black  horse  alone. 

You  never  can  tell  who  will  win  in  the  end 

But  here  is  small  matter  for  doubting,  my  friend. 

Yet  game  little  Yasmin  is  up  once  again, 

And  waits  for  his  master,  nor  waits  he  in  vain. 
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A  leap  to  the  saddle,  then  onward  once  more, 

Though  further  behind  than  ever  before. 

Tall  odds  are  on  Sorcerer,  this  jump  is  his  last, 

A  moment  and  he  will  come  galloping  past. 

There's  a  surge  of  the  crowd.     They  jostle  and  throng. 

For  something  has  happened,  what  has  gone  wrong  ? 

Through  turmoil  of  voices  comes  shouting  confused. 

The  black  horse,  no,  not  down  ;  he  has  turned,  he's  refused 

The  last  jump — how  absurd  ! 

He  has  cleared  all  the  rest  of  them  clean  like  a  bird  ! 

He  surely  will  take  it  next  time  you  will  find, 

Oh  rider  of  Sorcerer,  Fate  proves  unkind  ! 

He's  refused  yet  again  ;  swift  galloping  feet, 

And  Yasmin's  upon  him,  agile  and  fleet  ; 

He  has  passed  !  is  over  !  still  Sorcerer  stays, 

The  crowd  is  agog  with  surprise  and  amaze. 

Mid  cheering  and  shouting,  and  cries  of  "  well  done  " 

The  last  race  is  over,  and  Yasmin  has  won. 
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TO   A   PICTURE. 

OH  dear  Great  Grandmother,  with  one  more  "  great," 
Taking  us  back  to  long  past  years,  your  face 
A  pictured  echo  of  that  vanished  state 
You  learned  with  quiet  dignity  to  grace. 
Tendering  courtesies — your  calm  grey  eyes, 
(They  seem  to  follow  us  about  the  room). 
Look  on  a  world  to-day  far  otherwise 
Than  when  Fate  wove  your  pattern  in  her  loom. 
You  hved  and  loved,  shed  smiles  and  tears. 
Thankful  for  joys,  and  patient  under  griefs. 
Not  unassailed  perchance  by  doubts  and  fears, 
Though  rooted  principles  and  firm  beliefs 
Kept  you  securely  in  the  narrow  way. 
In  youth  you  blushed  that  any  should  forget 
The  laws  of  elegance,  yours  was  the  day 
Which  frowned  upon  a  breach  of  etiquette. 
Did  your  heart  flutter  more  than  you  judged  meet 
When  one  who  loved  you  held  you  passing  sweet  ? 
Then  in  the  dignity  of  bridal  role, 
Shyly  demure,  yet  proud  new-made  girl  wife. 
You  did  the  honours  anxiously — sweet  soul — 
Treading  with  care  the  untrod  path  of  hfe. 
We  may  conjecture  how  your  spirits  sank, 


70 


Rising  again  to  meet  emergency 
When  cook  proved  worthless,  or  the  butler  drank. 
You  ruled  your  house  with  busy  energy, 
Dispensing  wisely  either  praise  or  blame, 
And  virtue  flourished  'neath  your  even  sway. 
Demanding  sacrifice  the  children  came. 
And  care  of  budding  lives  absorbed  your  day. 
Strictly  maybe,  but  with  whole-hearted  zeal 
You  taught  to  shun  the  evil,  choose  the  good. 
Made  to  their  higher  nature  strong  appeal. 
Blent  moral  lessons  with  their  daily  food, 
Teaching  obedience,  reverence  for  age, 
Courtesy,  honour,  charity  and  truth. 
Their  due  to  all,  fair  writing  on  the  page, 
The  clean  white  page  of  innocence  and  youth. 
So  you  grew  old,  and  saw  your  stalwart  sons 
And  graceful  daughters  filling  happy  homes. 
Slowly  the  sand  into  the  hourglass  runs, 
To  you  as  to  each  one  the  great  change  comes. 
You  left  all  to  lament  you,  those  who  wreathed 
Your  grave  with  flowers,  they  foUowed  in  a  space. 
Dear  Ancestress,  what  traits  have  you  bequeathed 
To  your  descendants  who  observing  trace 
Resemblances,  your  history  surmise, 
Imagining  the  facts  they  may  not  know  ? 
Surely  your  namesake  has  your  deep  grey  eyes, 
And  iust  the  moulding  of  that  smooth  white  brow. 


71 


VISION. 

WE  wander,  dog  and  child,  and  you  and  I, 
High  over  moorland  see  unfathomed  sky  ; 
To  Nigel  life  is  simple,  happy  he 
To  chase  shy  grouse,  or  scare  a  wrathful  bee. 

Life  a  long  question  to  the  child,  it's  ways 
Tinged  with  the  glamour  lent  to  future  days. 
Trust  keeps  the  beating  heart,  strength  sets  the  will, 
Joy  speeds  small  feet,  and  scarce  they  heed  the  hill. 

We,  further  on  the  road  find  steeper  slopes 
Where  fading  longings  quicken  orher  hopes. 
Life's  problems  still  unsolved  by  me  and  you, 
Our  vision  baffled  by  fresh  deeps  of  blue. 
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THE   MESSAGE. 

A  LITTLE  breeze,  so  light  it  blew 
Softly  across  the  waving  grass. 
Whither  it  went,  from  whence,  none  knew, 
None  heard  it  pass. 

A  cottage  door  it  found  a-jar, 
Within,  a  woman  waking  kept 
Her  tryst  with  grief,  her  thoughts  roamed  far 
While  the  world  slept. 

The  kindly  breeze  picked  up  her  sigh. 
Carried  it  on,  and  ever  on. 
Till  dawn  rose  in  the  summer  sky 
The  night  was  done. 

Then  with  the  dawn  it  hastened  past 
Through  city  streets,  where  ebbed  and  flowed. 
Thrown  up  as  pebbles  from  a  vast 
Wide  sea,  the  crowd. 

It  rattled  on  a  window  pane 
Where  a  young  mother  weaiily 
Sighed  in  her  sleep,  and  sighed  again 
For  charity. 
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Dreaming,  in  fitful  slumber  wrapped, 
Once  more  a  child,  at  home,  secure. 
While  rosebuds  at  her  window  tapped, 
Dewy  and  pure. 

Rising  to  breathe  the  hopeful  morn, 
Her  baby  in  her  arms  she  went 
Back  to  the  home  where  she  was  bom. 
All  penitent. 
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A   POLAR   ANNIVERSARY. 

[To  Captain  Scott,  R.N.,  and  his  four  comrades  who  reached  the 
South  Pole  at  noon  on  January  i8th,  1912,  and  perished 
on  their  journey  home.] 

MEN  of  Hke  passions  as  ourselves,  they  heard 
Some  strange  compelling  call,  an  inner  voice. 
Ambition,  science,  name  not  that  wliich  stirred 
Their  pulses,  and  resolved  their  eager  choice. 

Obedient  to  the  mystery  which  called 
To  plains  of  everlasting  snow  and  ice, 
They  faced  the  terrors,  bravely  unappalled. 
Not  counting  cost  or  daily  sacrifice. 

Freed  from  convention's  law  in  paths  of  man, 

Steadfast  through  suffering  heroic  faced, 

They  fashioned  life  upon  life's  noblest  plan. 

So  shall  none  say,  "  What  purpose  serves  this  waste  ?  " 

Triumphant  over  hunger,  cold,  and  thirst. 
The  vast  Antarctic  wilderness  they  trod. 
They  gave  their  utmost,  putting  others  first, 
Yielding  their  souls  at  last  in  faith  to  God. 
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A   GIRL. 

GENTLE,  innocent  and  pure. 
With  a  dignity  demure. 
Lowered  lashes  drooping  curl 
Back  from  cheeks  of  rose  and  pearl  : 
Raised,  they  frame  the  youthful  eyes 
Deep  with  that  which  underlies 
Some  sweet  mystery  of  dreams, 
Till  a  spice  of  mischief  gleams, 
Roguish  merriment  that  dances 
In  her  bright  alluring  glances. 
Little  tender  wistful  thoughts 
When  her  conscience  tells  of  "  oughts." 
Now  an  angel,  now  an  elf, 
Now  her  simple  childlike  self. 
Humming  strange  unfinished  lays 
To  her  dolls  in  mother  ways. 
With  a  kitten's  playful  tricks 
Constant  where  her  fancies  fix. 
Loved  and  loving  beyond  measure. 
Father's  darling.  Mother's  treasure. 
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A   BOY. 

WHAT  a  restless  little  being, 
Ever  hearing,  tasting,  seeing. 
Seldom  tidy,  seldom  neat. 
Grubby  hands  and  muddy  feet. 
Pockets  bursting  with  strange  things 
Knives  and  whistles,  tops  and  strings. 
Every  kind  of  motley  treasure, 
Oddments,  each  a  joy  and  pleasure. 
Full  of  plans  and  happy  ploys. 
Riotous  and  fond  of  noise, 
Splashing  water,  poking  fire, 
Full  of  freakish  strange  desire. 
Full  of  faults  and  small  neglects. 
Yet  with  laughter  that  infects, 
Daring,  doughty,  debonnaire 
Fearless,  friendly,  without  care. 
Open,  heedless,  free  from  guile. 
Into  mischief  with  a  smile. 
Next  a  penitential  mood, 
Then  five  minutes  very  good. 
Half  a  cherub,  half  a  sprite, 
Source  of  worry  and  delight, 
Most  inconsequent,  and  yet 
Father's  pride  and  Mother's  pet. 
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PARTING. 

IT  is  ordained  in  God's  great  plan 
Between  whate'er  he  loves  and  man 
Comes  parting. 
No  word  can  fall  on  human  ear 
Which  wakes  in  hearts  a  greater  fear, 
Than  parting,  sad  parting. 

Should  love  to  us  a  rosebud  give, 
We  place  it  in  a  vase  to  live, 

Yet  sighing 
Because  to-morrow  there  will  bloom 
A  rose,  which  in  the  twilight's  gloom 

Lies  dying,  aye  dying. 

And  should  God  some  great  love  bestow 
We  count  our  treasure  here  below 

For  keeping  ; 
Between  eight  narrow  boards  one  day 
Our  treasure  shall  we  sadly  lay 

While  weeping,  sore  weeping. 

Yet  would  I  make  my  meaning  plain. 

Through  grief  and  pain 
When  true  hearts  part,  'tis  not  in  vain 
They  whisper,  "  Till  we  meet  again. 

Yea  meet  again." 
From  the  German  by  Eduard  von  Fallersleben. 
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THE   PURSUIT. 

LL  unsought. 
As  a  gleam  in  the  night 
Flashes  thought. 
I  would  grasp  it,  hold  it. — would  write 
Fair  thought  to  fair  word  closely  wed  ; 

Ringing  glad  chime 
To  the  swing  of  swift  rhyme. 

Then  shall  songs  of  pale  grief  in  rich  cadences  roll, 
Of  long  solemn  metre,  as  deep  bells  that  toll. 
For  a  quick  pulse  of  time 
All  afire 
I  aspire 
To  that  which  is  great  and  sublime. 

But,  as  flickering  flame 
Of  the  fire  leaps  up  and  falls  dead  ; 

As  the  wild  bird  takes  wing  ; 
As  a  dreamer  of  dreams  may  not  say 
What  is  seen  by  the  glare  of  bold  day  ; 

So  my  thought  is  all  fled. 
Doomed  to  die  ? 

Or  hidden  in  heart  or  in  brain 
Does  it  lie. 

Till  I  find  it  again  ? 
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SNOW-DROPS. 

SPRING'S  budding  argosy  is  setting  sail, 
And  song-birds  tune  their  notes  to  "  Hail,  All  Hail !  " 
Ere  yet  her  streaming  banners  are  unfurled, 
Snow-drops  spring  up  to  cheer  the  expectant  world. 

Fair  drooping  snow-drops,  innocent  and  pure, 

Ever,  frail  blossoms,  is  your  welcome  sure. 

Though  veiled  and  distant  moves  the  advancing  Spring, 

Gage  of  her  joys  you  dainty  heralds  bring. 
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TO  THE  POETS  WHO  FELL  IN  THE  WAR. 

BRAVE  hearts  there  were  who  sang  through  griefs  untold 
Swan  songs  from  battlefield  and  gruesome  trench  ; 
Such  courage  filled  them,  not  wrongs  manifold. 
Nor  pain,  nor  unchained  cruelty  could  quench. 

Their  life-blood  shed  ;  their  youthful  bodies  spent. 
Lilting  a  song  in  place  of  sad  farewell : 
Mid  toil  and  tumult  undismayed  they  went 
Uncounted  choirs  invisible  to  swell. 

The  world  is  poorer  for  these  voices  stilled, 
For  broken  harps,  silent,  with  strings  unstrung  ; 
Their  hopes  of  high  achievement  unfulfilled 
In  promised  songs,  for  ever  now  unsung. 

From  golden  bowl  and  silver  cord,  a  chain 
Forged  in  the  fire  of  sacrifice  sublime 
Shall  stretch  bright  links  across  life's  dreary  plain, 
Undimmed,  untarnished  by  the  mists  of  time. 
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LUCK. 

THE  driving  snow  fell  thick  and  fast, 
When,  mingled  with  the  north  wind  blast, 
There  came  a  piteous  wailing  somid, 
And  at  the  opened  door  we  found 

A  little  trembling  starving  cat — 
Black  as  the  old  proverbial  hat. 
"  She'll  bring  us  luck,"  the  cliildren  said  ; 
"  Let  her  be  dried  and  warmed  and  fed." 

The  little  cat  was  duly  named 
After  a  maid  for  blackness  famed. 
She  killed  each  greed}^  mouse  and  rat. 
Grew  dignified  and  sleek  and  fat. 

Now  it  fell  out  upon  a  day 

A  joyful  message  came,  to  say 

"  Four  kittens  are  in  Topsy's  bed." 

"  Why  that's  the  luck  !  "  the  children  said. 
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